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        Falling for her brother's best friend was never part of Katie's plan.

      

        

      
        Tea witch Brew has always had a thing for his best friend's sister, but the alliance between their families has always held him back from acting on it. But now things are changing, and it's becoming impossible for him to ignore her.

      

        

      
        Having known Brew for years, Katie has never considered him to be a serious contender for romance, but when hints of his true feelings shine through, she starts seeing him in a new light. Unable to resist her new feelings towards him, she realises she's ready to go up against everything to be with him.

      

        

      
        Except that Katie's older brother, and the rest of their families, might be against the match. Is that enough to put a stop to the budding relationship, or can they make it work despite the odds?

        -

        The Tea Witch's Promise is a cozy fantasy romance with a brother's best friend m/f romance, an adorable and energetic dog, unusual magic, and a happy ever after.
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          KATIE

        

      

    

    
      One thing that never changed no matter the season was how beautiful the farmlands were. I breathed in the fresh air, enjoying the crisp smell of winter. There was something wonderful about the way the frozen grass scrunched under my boots or how I could pretend I was smoking a pipe by blowing out air. Not that I'd ever tried it, but it had been one of the games we played as children in an attempt to imitate the old men who sat and played dominoes outside the taverns in summer.

      A flash of black and white raced past me and up ahead and a smile came to my face at the sight of my dog, just as it always did. He was bursting with energy and eager to patrol the farm's lands with me so that we could fix any problems that arose with the workers before they became too big to handle.

      He found an interesting hole to stick his snout in and tried to dig in the frozen ground, to no avail. His paws moved frantically and his tail was on alert, almost as if he expected the soil to start moving just because he wanted to.

      "Banjo! Leave it!" I shouted, chuckling when he came racing back to me. He danced around my ankles and darted away again, snapping at the air as if he were catching an imaginary ball.

      "I would throw one if I had one," I said. I could pretend to throw one, but that trick hadn't worked on him since he was a puppy.

      He barked at nothing and ran ahead. Maybe he was telling me that I needed to bring a ball with me tomorrow. He could be quite a demanding creature when he wanted to be.

      His tail bounced up and down as he made his way along the familiar path. He knew exactly where he was going, and his confidence showed. No doubt he was used to our daily patrol from our farmhouse down to the Brewster Hall where the tea witches lived, and back.

      Without missing a beat, he jumped over the stone wall that used to separate our lands and I followed instead of using the gate. An old habit that I hadn't got rid of. It wasn't exactly appropriate for a proper lady but I never claimed to be one, even if I was from one of the most important families in Purple Oak. Out here, nobody cared anyway.

      The edge of the ward settlement came into sight and Banjo ran as fast as his legs could carry him towards a group of dogs loitering around the entrance. Their happy barking filled the morning air and while I was sure some people were cursing the ruckus, there was nothing I loved more.

      I reached the dogs and went around them all, giving each of them a good morning scratch. They all responded well, as they should. Even if I had a familiar already, they'd be able to sense that I was a dog ward, and had the ability to form that connection with them.

      Banjo pressed himself against my legs, like he wanted to make it clear to the others that he was my familiar, and I was his ward. Affection for him surged through me.

      I crouched down to give him a kiss on the top of his head. "You're a good boy," I told him.

      His tail thumbed enthusiastically against the ground.

      Laughter came from up ahead and I looked up in time to see my brother appear from the opposite direction. I got to my feet and flashed him a smile. It wasn't chance that we finished our rounds at the same time, it was something that had been measured and calculated numerous times over the years to ensure it was a fair amount of work.

      "There's been an extension to the fields over by the tea plantation," Oliver called, gesturing towards the east. "I had to make a detour of seventy steps so our new meeting spot should be right about here." He came to a stop not far from me, but a little too far for us to have a proper conversation.

      Was it petty to make me walk thirty-five more steps? Most definitely, but fair was fair. I crossed the last bit of distance and committed the new middle to mind.

      He came to a halt. “Anything of note on your rounds?”

      "There’s a fence near the chicken coop that needs fixing, and Naida Miller said that there was a hard frost coming, so we should be wary of that tomorrow," I responded, glad I'd run into the nymph and that she'd thought to tell me. "Apart from that, it’s the same as every day. You?"

      "All good on my side too. Not sure what the point of patrolling is anymore. It’s not like there are people trying to poach our animals or steal our things."

      I shrugged. “I don’t mind the walk. It’s a good way to start the day and Banjo needs the exercise.”

      “I suppose.” He stretched his shoulders and pulled the sleeves of his coat back, revealing the multitude of red scratches on his forearms.

      I nodded towards them. "Those look new."

      He sighed. "I did a training session with Howie yesterday."

      "Why don't you wear a glove when you handle your owl?"

      "Because I shouldn't have to. He needs to learn not to hurt me," Oliver said stubbornly. He held out his hands to fuss Banjo. "Aww, if only Howie could be as sweet as you, Mister Strings. Yes, I wish my familiar was as cuddly as you. Yes, I wish."

      As cute as it was that my brother and my dog got on, it wasn't enough to distract me from the scratches on his arms. "Did you get it checked out?"

      "I'm not going to bother the infirmary for some scratches. They're busy enough," he responded.

      "And you'll be even more of a bother if you get an infection." I pushed him in the direction of the infirmary. "Come on, I'll go with you."

      "You remember that I'm the older brother, right?"

      "Yes, and if I appeared on our rounds with scratches all over me, you'd have insisted on me going to the infirmary too," I pointed out.

      Oliver groaned. "Fine, fine. I suppose they are a little itchy. Howie’s talons are so sharp."

      I patted the top of his head, something that wasn’t as easy to do as when we were younger. “There, there.”

      He smiled. “I’m the one who should be doing that to you.”

      “I’m not hurt.”

      “But I’m your older brother. It’s my job to look after you, not the other way around.”

      I nudged his side with my elbow. “Don’t be patronising. I’m the one who has been looking after you all this time.”

      He rolled his eyes, but I could see that he didn't fully mean it. Things became different for us the moment our parents died, and we'd been close ever since, even if Oliver tried to deny it sometimes.

      The two of us set off in the direction of the infirmary with Banjo bouncing along beside us, no doubt thinking of all the scratches he was going to get once we were there.
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          KATIE

        

      

    

    
      The chatter of voices rose from within the infirmary, along with the smell of cleansing herbs and whatever else they used to clean the medical building. Amongst it all was the scent of freshly steeped tea, one that I knew would hold the key to making sure Oliver's scratches healed right.

      Banjo stuck close to me without needing a verbal command as we walked into the waiting area, unlike Oliver who was mindlessly touching everything he passed.

      Someone cleared their throat behind us. "I just disinfected everything."

      I turned around although I knew exactly who that voice belonged to. Slightly coarse, loud, and with a permanent hint of amusement, I'd recognise Brew's annoyingly charming voice anywhere.

      As expected, he was standing in the doorframe, filling it with his broad shoulders. His auburn curls weren't long, but they were unruly, which made it hard to take him seriously. "Hello, Fields."

      Banjo darted towards Brew and jumped up, his paws urgently trying to get to the man he knew would fuss him. Brew laughed and conjured a small treat from his pocket. Without missing a beat, Banjo sat down obediently and fixed his big begging eyes on the tea witch. He whined and his tail wagged so fast that it was a blur.

      I rolled my eyes. No wonder Banjo always loved seeing him.

      "Good boy. Give me five." Brew high-fived my familiar and surrendered the treat. "You're my favourite dog, did you know that?"

      "I bet you say that to all the familiars," I responded.

      He looked up and grinned. "Don't you know it, Katheryn Fields."

      "Your charm is going to get you into trouble one day, Rooibos Brewster," I responded, throwing his own full name back at him.

      "So long as it can get me out of it again," he said. "So, what brings you here? Girl trouble? Boy trouble? Or are you just here to see my handsome face?"

      "Owl trouble," I said, pointing at my brother.

      "It's nothing, just a couple of scratches. Katie is making a mountain out of a molehill," Oliver said.

      I tried not to sigh. He could be such a baby when it was just the two of us, but in front of his best friend, he had to put on a tough act.

      Brew clicked his tongue, his face suddenly getting a lot more serious. "Show me."

      With a reluctant sigh, Oliver pushed his sleeves up. "Just throw some disinfectant on me and I'll stop taking up your time."

      "It's fine, it's quiet at the moment." Brew examined the cuts. "I think a little bit of magic should fix you right up."

      "Don't waste your magic on me," Oliver protested.

      Laughing, Brew grabbed Oliver's shoulders and gave him a good shake. "Waste it on you? Never. You're my top priority."

      With a sigh, Oliver shrugged him away. "What do you want?"

      No wonder people always mistook us all as siblings. He was exactly the same with Brew as he was with me.

      Brew grinned. "I met a cute new girl who said she's never seen a real owl. I promised her she could meet Howie."

      I sighed. Of course, it had to do with a cute girl.

      Oliver sighed too. "You and cute girls. You can't look at a cute girl without chatting her up."

      "That's right. Speaking of cute girls..." Brew flashed me a smile. "What's up, Kitty-Kat?"

      Oliver didn't waste a moment to jab Brew's shoulder. "Not my sister, Brew."

      "Don't worry, your sister is not interested," I remarked, throwing Brew an unimpressed look. Maybe it would've been charming if I hadn't known him my whole life or just heard how he was using Oliver's familiar to pick up other girls. Unfortunately, I couldn't unknow that.

      Brew shrugged, never all that discouraged by the rejection. "Shall I take care of the scratches?"

      I followed the two of them into an adjoining treatment room.

      A low pallet with a thin mattress laid against the wall, and Brew gestured over to it while he went to wash his hands. I wasn't sure what the nymphs had done to ensure the infirmary had running water, but I had to admit that it was useful.

      Brew scrubbed his hands and up his arms, paying more attention to that than I'd ever seen him do to anything outside the infirmary. He could be laidback and full of jokes outside work, but when he was here, there was a hint of the serious Rooibos who laid beneath the surface of Brew.

      He shook off his hands and dried them before carefully pouring himself a measure of tea. It looked weaker than what he drank at home, probably because the infirmary was paying for it, not the Brewsters.

      "I would offer you some but you know I can't," Brew said, sounding apologetic.

      "Nah, don't worry. I never developed a taste for it anyway," Oliver replied with a shrug.

      Once Brew's cup was empty, he got to work. He placed a hand on each of Oliver's scratched arms and hummed a soft soothing tune, a classic tea witch healing song. I'd heard it so many times over the years and I found myself humming along without meaning to. Not that it would do anything if I did. Not being a tea witch, I lacked the required magic to get any of the healing powers from it.

      A faint green glow enveloped Brew's hands as he sang, but there was no visible change to the wounds on Oliver's arms. It was nothing ground-breaking but it would reduce the risk of infection and make it all heal quicker.

      "There, that should take care of that." Brew stood up and went to wash his hands. "I'm working with the dregs here." He gestured to the pot.

      "Or maybe you're just not as good at healing magic as you like to think," I suggested.

      He gave me an amused look. "Oh, Katie, Katie. I have the most talented hands in my family. If you gave me a chance, I could prove it to you."

      "I believe I’m going to throw up," I said, fake-gagging.

      His laugh sounded through the room “Throwing up? Sounds like someone is desperate for my medical attention."

      "You know what, I'm suddenly cured."

      Oliver gagged too, but it sounded real. "That was awful. Brew, leave my sister alone."

      With a little shrug, Brew took a step back. "I know, I know. Anyway, that's you all sorted. Keep the scratches clean and if there's any sign of infection, pus, or festering, come see me right away."

      "Wow, you sound like an actual health professional now," I remarked.

      "I am an actual health professional," Brew said, leaning over with a goofy grin to kiss the top of Oliver's head. "Take care of yourself."

      I burst into laughter, mostly from my brother's exhausted but amused expression. After two decades of friendship, we were both used to Brew's over-the-top personality.

      Banjo barked, as always happy to contribute to the conversation. I fussed him between the ears and took his reaction as my cue to leave. If we stayed any longer, we'd only be subjected to more of Brew's ridiculousness and as amusing as that could be, I had work to do, and I couldn't let myself be distracted by my brother, or his best friend, any longer.
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